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PRELUDE. 



riiiiiiiiinn'liiiilillliii 




JHOUGH I be not Liszt or Kubinstein, 
e)hall I never touci] my piano? 
I hougi] I be not u\r\(i or l^atti, 
e)hall 1 never hurq a ballad ? 
f I ho'JS^^ 1 be not Tennyson or loroWqing, 

§)hall 1 neVer build a rhyqe ? 
7\nd thougi] | be not able to shout unto 

the nations^ 
(§hall I neVer whisper to my friend? 



DEDICATION. 



I 



NAME thee not, yet ever in my heart 
Thine image may be found, 

Standing from all my other loves apart,- 
Enshrined and crowned. 



And though I weary oft of other minds, 

Tiring of all they teach. 
My heart an ever -freshening pleasure fi?ids 

In thy dear speech. 

So, though I do not name thee to the croivd^ 

Nor thy sweet titles call. 
One word I whisper when thine ear is bowed 

That tells thee all ! 

And hi these few poor words so little luorth, 

I know that thou zvilt see 
The loving wish ifi which they have their birth 

To honor thee. 



PROEM. 



A 



T tifnes without fny bidding 

My thoughts take shape in rhynie^ 
With a half -unconscious cadence 
Measure their ozvn sweet time. 



And, through some dreamy hour 

Of the soft summer day, 
Like children from school escaping, 

Verses and fueasures play. 

Or when the sad, still twilight 
Hushes my throbbing brain, 

And past is the day's long toiling. 
With its zveariness and pain, — 

/ close fny burning eyelids. 

And, far from this world of sense, 
I fly to delightful dreamland 

To bring pleasant fancies thence. 



The sights and sounds of viy vision 

Gladden yny inmost hearty 
And it seems as though their beauty 

Must some charm to yny ivords impart. 

So, though it is in broken 

And sadly imperfect tones 
That I find I have strength to utter 

What my heart in secret oivns, 

Yet that ivhich my soul is thrilling 
And deep in my heart I feel, 

I am forever striving 
In some way to reveal. 

Therefore these humble verses 

Have ivoven their iveb of thought, 

And all these simple fancies 
Been to these pages brought. 
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MY FRIEND — MY FRIEND. 

A THOUSAND thoughts unwritten and unspoken 
Fly from my heart to find their home with 
thee ; 
And not one link of pleasantness is broken 

Which bound thee in the dear old time to me. 

No day goes by with heavy step or fleeting, 
But bears its freight of loving hope and fear 

With which, for thy dear sake, my heart is beating, 
As quick and fond as if thou still wert here. 

No morning hour shines, or evening darkens, 
Without some question from my soul to thine, 

And as for thy reply my spirit hearkens 

The winds bring answer that thou art all mine. 

I know that through this dark and hopeless sorrow 
' We shall love on as we have loved so long — 
And though no ray of promise gild the morrow, 
Each day will prove our trust more true and 
strong. 

11 



What matters then for us this earthly parting? 

What though the daily life be sad and lone? 
Why should such bitter tears as these be starting 

To eyes that once have looked into thine own? 

No thought save one of deep and earnest gladness 
Should fill the heart which thou hast stooped to 
win. — 

Thou art so strong, that when I yield to sadness, 
Against the greater* of thy love, I sin. 

My Friend ! My Friend ! forgive my weak com- 
plaining, 
I shrink at thought of all these passing years ! 
So few are gone — so many yet remaining — 

How can I choose but count them through my 
tears ? 

But do not fear that though I now am weeping, 
No glorious lesson by thy strength is taught: 

Not all in vain these vigils am I keeping — 
Not all unworthy is the work I 've wrought. 
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LINES 



SUGGESTED BY A POEM BY RALPH WALDO EMERSON, 



ENTITLED " BRAHMA." 



THOUGH Brahma speak with voice both clear 
and loud, 
His words are heard not by the vulgar crowd. 
A god must veil his splendors from the eye, 
Else mortals, blinded by the glory, die. 

Though seers strive deep meanings to expound. 
To fools who listen 'tis but empty sound; — 
Though sacred prophets teach divinest lore, 
'Tis but themselves who know what they adore. 

Yet, Brahma, speak on from thy lofty throne. 
Though Wisdom dwell, like Deity, alone ; — 
Ye seers labor, and ye prophets pray ! 
For in the East glimmers the coming day ! 

Fair gleams of promise gild the Orient sky, 
And high souls watching cry that dawn is nigh ; 
Have patience still, ye heralds of the morn, 
Say on your message till our night is gone. 

13 



TRUE BLUE. 



WHAT color shall my lady wear? 
She 's tall and delicately fair : 
Her cheek is pale, her hair is brown, 
And brown the eyelashes bent down 
Over her eyes of Heaven's own hue, — 
That 's it ! — of course she must wear blue ! 

No flaunting scarlet, pink, or green 
Must on her graceful form be seen ; 
No yellow glare with sickly light 
Upon her features calm and bright. 
She 's sweet and fair, she 's pure and true, 
And so, in sooth, she may wear blue ! 

The bluest wave upon the sea 
Has not more pliant grace than she ; 
The bluest of our summer skies 
Can never match her glorious eyes : 
The dearest flowers that ever grew. 
Forget-me-nots — and she — wear blue. 
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EAST AND WEST. 



TELL me not of Old World splendors, bid me not 
to keep mine eyes 
Fixed forever on the picture that dream -like behind 

us lies; 
Bright the splendors, grand the picture, let us honor 

well the past ! 
But it must not, like a glamour, o'er the future's hopes 

be cast. 
In the East the coming morning gleams with radiant 

red and gold, 
And, like an invading army, doth its oriflamme un- 
fold ; 
So the Orient fills the fancy when we dream of those 

far lands, 
Where the sunshine, torrid burning, lights the glowing 

golden sands. 

Let the Eastern heavens glimmer with a glory all their 
own, 

15 



But the noontide will be brighter when the mom to-day 

has grown; 
And the race once early cradled on the Orient's glow- 
ing breast, 
Growing up to braver manhood marches out into the 

West. 
India's grand barbaric splendor yields to Europe's later 

sway 
As the crimson clouds of morning in the noontide fade 

away. 
Like a child with toys delighted was the gorgeous 

East until 
The great world grown older, wiser, learned to use a 

sterner will. 

Still the day must count its hours, even noontide does 

not last, 
And imperial Present passes into still imperial Past. 
So the nations moving onward may not pause or take 

their rest, 
But with stately step keep wending evermore into the 

West ; 
Evermore the pathway opens, evermore the Western 

skies 

16 



Beckon with a fairer promise, with a grander vision 

rise, 
Till the Old World seems to dwindle, and its labor and 

its strife 
Dwarf before the deeper meaning of the New World's 

fresher life. 

Like some proud procession marching forward with a 

stately tread 
All the ages, ever ripening, by the hand of God are 

led. 
From the Egypt of its bondage every race comes forth 

to meet, 
First a wilderness of wandering, then a Land of Promise 

sweet ; 
And the childhood of the nations, like our own sweet 

childish days, 
Always seems, in looking backward, softened by a 

golden haze; 
And we can no longer measure with impartial heart 

and eye 
Thorny pathways in the distance, stony hill -sides wild 

and high. 
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In the sharp and actual present we are apt to speak as 
though 

All the romance and the beauty of the world died 
long ago. 

History paints in glowing colors, Fancy lends her cun- 
ning hand, 

Till the Past in dazzling falsehood beams a bright, 
illusive land. 

Dreams of beauty, tales of prowess blazon each en- 
chanted page, 

And we sigh to think we live not still in that heroic 
age; 

Like the weary traveller faltering 'neath the burning 
heat of noon, 

We would fain recall the morning that has passed away 
too soon. 

Thus this Western world looks backward to the Eastern 

world, and sees 
Toil that wrings our nerves and sinews, changed to 

Oriental ease ; 
And instead of daily labor earning frugal daily bread, 
Pines for lordly banquets tempting, in some stately 

palace spread, 
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Dreams of young and lovely women, sparkling fountains, 
gardens fair, 

Or of shining armies following eagerly the trumpet's 
blare. 

Every thought becomes a picture, every sense by plea- 
sure won. 

When we think of those fair countries palpitating 'neath 
the sun. 

Oh, sweet Orient ! all your pictures, though they charm 

me as I gaze, 
Cannot make me quite unmindful of these stern but 

earnest days; 
And upon the mighty mountains of my own dear na- 
tive land 
I breathe deep an air that never your wide, sultry plains 

has fanned. 
Though the East is rich in beauty, land of romance and 

of song. 
To the West a nobler future and a worthier hope 

belong. 
Though the Past in gorgeous glory rises fair before the 

mind. 
We who live in the great Present need not mourn to 

look behind ! 
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FROM THE GERMAN 

OF HEINRICH HEINE. 



I 



WEPT erewhile, as in a sad sleep dreaming 
I saw thee lying in the cold, dark grave; 

I did not cease to weep, when morning beaming 
The lie to my false vision quickly gave ! 



Again I wept, my dream was still of sorrow, 

Thou from my presence had with coldness gone ; 

And though I found thee near me on the morrow, 
My heart was heavy and my tears flowed on. 

Once more I wept, although in calmly sleeping 
A dream more true revealed thee still my friend ; 

Alas! alas! behold, I still am weeping. 

The tears of night with morning do not end. 
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LOVE'S CALENDAR. 

IF time is measured by sensations, 
And passions make us centuries old ; 
If sympathy creates relations 

To which the ties of blood are cold, — 
Then thou and I, though lately meeting, 
Have made the moments fly so fast. 
That our two hearts together beating, 

Through years of love and life have passed. 

Then do not wonder that I woo thee 

With strangely rapid words and ways, 
But let me, as a lover, sue thee 

To count as years these few sweet days. 
Each hour has proved a month of pleasure. 

So, dearest, 1 have loved thee long. 
Cease then by minutes life to measure, 

Love's calendar will prove thee wrong. 
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MIDNIGHT VISITANTS. 

I. 
/^^ HOSTS of the past arise 
^^ Before my closed eyes, 

When midnight's hand hath bound me in its sleep ; 
A pale and shadowy band 
Around my couch they stand 

Or glide like moonbeams thro' the stillness deep. 

II. 

Phantoms of joys long dead, 

That with my lost youth fled. 
They gaze in mournful stillness on my face ; 

And though they speak no word, 

My very soul is stirred, 
For eloquence unspoken fills the place. 

III. 
Then saddest memories 
Within my heart arise, 

22 



With tears of bitterness and wild regret ; 

Those shadows, calm and slow, 

Smile sadly as they go, 
And I remember all I would forget. 

IV. 

Must it be so for aye? 

Ye sad, pale faces, say ! 
Is there no Lethe where my past may lie? 

But must ye ever keep 

Your watch above my sleep. 
And with your presence haunt me till I die? 
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OUT IN THE COLD. 



T 



I. 
REMBLING I stand before 
My lady's door, — 
Yet never dare 
To enter there! 



II. 
Each morn I pass that way, 
And every day 
I loiter near, 

Her voice to hear. 

III. 
When she comes forth I seem 
As in a dream ; 

Bound foot and hand 
Helpless I stand ! 

IV. 

I know she sees me there, 
Yet calm and fair 
She passes on. 

And soon is gone ! 
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V. 

Slowly I turn away 
And sadly say: 

"Ah, foolish heart! 

"Why throb and smart 

VI. 

"Beneath such cold disdain?" 
In vain, in vain ! 
I cannot still 

The bitter thrill. 

VII. 

And as I pass along 
Amid the throng 

And bow and smile 
To all, the while, — 

VIII. 

The very sunshine bright 
Grows black as night. 
The summer air 

Breathes my despair. 
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SEA-VIEWS. 



No. I. 



F 



ILLING the lazy air with slumbrous sound, 

The long, low surge comes swelling up the 

shore ; 
Each crested wave in ripples falls away 

Casting upon the sands the crown it wore. 



A summer mood is on the changeful deep, 
Languidly heaving 'neath a cloudless sky; 

In one broad glory of fair golden light 

The gleaming sunbeams on its bosom lie. 

My spirit answers to the dreamy sea, 
Till sensuous forms fade utterly away. 

And bright and fair through all my musing thought 
A thousand rainbow-tinted fancies play. 

Mist -like and vague grow all the woes of earth. 
Forgotten as the sea forgets its storms, — 

Life is all luxury, sorrow but a dream, 

And phantoms of the brain the truest forms. 
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SEA-VIEWS. 



No. II. 



W 



ILD winds are blowing, clouds go rushing by, 

Low thunder murmurs and the sea awakes ; 

The lightnings flash across the murky sky, 

And on the rugged shore the strong surf 
breaks. 



No sunshine gilds the gleaming of the waves, 
No blue empyrean arches overhead ; 

No tender tints upon the ocean glow, 
Its frown is dark and all its lustre fled. 

Oh, lonely Heart ! thy heaven, too, is dark. 
Thy hopes lie shattered by the storms of Fate ; 

Life's precious freight is wrecked, its promise gone, 
All helpless lies the soul once strong and great. 

Oh, Sorrow, take me to thy silent breast ! 

Brood on, oh storm, over the wrathful sea ! 
Beneath the sunshine I could dream, but thou 
To cold reality hast wakened me ! 
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TO 

ONG, oh, long have we been parted, 
5>ad has been my heart the while. 
And 1 dare not say how often 

I have sighed to meet thy smile I 



In the dark and solemn midnight 
When around me all is still, 

Memory of our happy meetings 

Makes my heart grow sad and chill. 

Then I lie awake and listen 

Thy dear voice again to hear, — 

Sad I turn upon my pillow, 

Weeping that thou art not near. 

Often when amid the gayest 
I would fain be glad as they, 

Till the heavy thought comes o'er me 
Tliat thou still art far away. 

28 



Oh, that time would fly more swiftly! 

Oh, that absence would be o'er! 
And at length, — oh, long beloved, 

We might meet to part no more ! 
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YOU AND I. 



HOW shall we name the tie 
By which both you and I 
Are bound together? 
We have been fond and true 
All the fair summer through, 
And winter weather. 

Friendship 's too cold a word, 
Our hearts too deep are stirred. 

For that calm feeling ! 
Too full of fire are we, 
Too fond and full and free 

Our heart's revealing ! 

Friends we can never be. 
But, between you and me, 

Something much dearer ! 
Friends can exist apart. 
We two have but one heart. 

We must be nearer ! 



30 



Friendship is very well, 
But we — ah, we can tell 

Of something rarer ! 
We know of sweeter blisses, 
Clasped hands and loving kisses, 

There 's nothing fairer ! 

Since friendship 's not allowed, 
And since a tiny cloud 

Our bliss still covers, — 
Let us enjoy its charm, — 
Let us, — and what 's the harm ? 

Let us be lovers ! 
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NOW AND THEN. 

WHEN you and I were true 
How fast the moments flew ! 
Days were but hours ! 
We were a loving pair, 
We had no thought of care, — 
Whose bliss like ours ? 

Each look of yours beguiled, 
I worshipped when you smiled, 

Thrilled when you sighed; 
And if, by chance, a frown 
Brought your fine eyebrows down 

I almost died. 

And you, — were not you then 
Blind to all other men, — 

Deaf to their praise ? 
Was not vour heart all mine? 
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Was not I quite divine 
In those fair days ? 

Alack ! Alack ! Alas ! 
How human passions pass 

Fleeting away ! 
Where once we whispered vows 
W^e now give smiles and bows, 

Alackaday ! 

I find you charming still 

Of course, — and you too will 

Still call me clever ; 
But that *s another thing, 
A different song to sing — 

I 'm not your lover ! 

No farewells have been spoken, 
No tender hearts been broken, 

And yet we 've parted ! 
'T is well to love awhile. 
But better still to smile 

When love 's departed. 
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THE COMING OF THE DAWN. 

LIKE war's proud herald comes the morning ligh 
In shining vestments clad ; 
The trembling stars submissive take their fligh' 
The moon that smiled through the sweet summer nigl 

Hastens, all pale and sad, 
To hide her modest beauty ere the day- 
Shall flood creation with his fiery ray. 

Gorgeous and radiant through the Eastern Gate, 
From the far realms of Space, 

The sun comes forth arrayed in royal state ; 

While every flower and bird and tree which late 
Slept in the night's embrace, 

Upspringing from their slumber, joyously 

Prepare to meet the Monarch of the Sky. 

A low, sweet hum breathes through the summer air 
Wooing the world to wake ; 



But, though responsive, Earth and Ocean wear 
Rapt silence still, as if they might not dare 

The magic spell to break, 
Until the Day -god with resistless might 
From her last covert drives the vanquished Night ! 
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THE SABBATH BELLS. 



R 



ING out your call to praise and prayer, 

Oh, holy Sabbath bells! 
Sweet on the calm and listening air 
Your solemn music swells! 



Like angel accents float along 
Those tones serene and clear, — 

As if a mighty seraph throng 
To Earth were drawing near. 

Oh, fairest day of all the seven 

Be ever set apart ! 
Bring to our souls sweet thoughts of Heaven, 

Oh, Sabbath of the heart ! 

On thy sweet breezes waft away 
Each low -bom thought of care; 

Let Heaven bend down in peace to-day 
To hear Earth's whispered prayer. 
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Ring out again your solemn tones, 

Oh, holy Sabbath bells! 
Till every heart your message owns 

As your grand anthem swells! 



BUDS AND FLOWERS. 



'W'ES, youth is as fair as the bud on the rose, 

*■ But there 's many a secret that youth never knows ! 
And not till the bud shall have burst into bloom 
Can the bee taste its sweets or the world its perfume. 
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MY DREAMS. 



w 



ITH every night's returning season 
I dream the sweetest dreams of thee, 

Not filled with fancies passing reason 
But glowing with reality. 



Thou comest with a kiss of greeting, 
And sittest down as friend with friend; 

And with the rapturous joy of meeting 

The nameless charms of Dreamland blend. 

To thee I breathe each inmost feeling, 
I clasp that soft white hand of thine, 

Its pulses' quickened throb revealing 

How true thy thought responds to mine. 

And thus these fairy visions woo me 
When with the night and thee alone, 

Till thy dear presence thrilling through me 
Makes the hushed midnight all thine own. 



38 



I wake unwillingly each morning, 

Yet know that though, through the long day, 
I cannot meet thee, — night returning 

Will my poor waiting heart repay. 

Nor deem I that the gracious vision 
I must with morning all unlearn ; 

For, spite of all these hours Elysian, 
I keep the truth my heart has sworn. 

Nor seek I till the word is spoken 
To break the spell thyself hath cast, 

I patient wait until the token 

Shall tell me thou art mine at last. 
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SADDEST IS SAFEST. 



SERENE beneath the lowering skies we stand, 
No tempest frights us, for no storm can harm ; 
Guided by Sorrow's chill but fearless hand, 
We walk unscathed by horror or alarm. 

Saddest is safest, yes, we know it well. 

Our hearts are shielded now from joy or woe; 

Alike the merry peal, the mournful knell. 
Alike indifferent the friend and foe. 

Thou knowest, dear, that when our life was gay, 

When sunshine smiled and flowers were everywhere, f 

That shadows hovered in the cloudless day, 
That dark forebodings shivered in the air. 

While we were happy we were not at rest, 

We trembled as the slightest breeze went by, 

Did we not know bliss was a transient guest, 

That every smile would have an answering sigh ? 



The darkness gathered and the clouds came fast, 
The sun was hidden at our highest noon ; 

Still our weak hearts hoped on until the last, 
And pleaded wistfully, "Oh, not so soon!" 

Our fears were answered and our hopes were slain, 
Our sunny day was changed to dreary night ; 

Returning dawns now break for us in vain. 

We dread no darkness and we prize no light. 

Saddest is safest, — now we are at rest, — 

Our tremblings and our terrors all are fled ; 

Sorrow's strong armor panoplies the breast 

Whose hopes and fears lie buried with the dead ! 
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MY LOVE. 



My Love is like the Day ! 
Beneath the sunshine of her calm, blue eyes, 
Serene and still my spirit ever lies, — 

At peace alway ! 

My Love is like the Night ! 
Her presence soothes away the sordid cares 
That fret my soul amid a world of snares. 

And brings delight ! 

My Love is like a Flower ! 
That blossoms in the garden of my heart, 
And joys perennial sweetness to impart 

Through sun and shower ! 

My Love is like a Bird ! 
Filling my home with sweetest melody. 
And fraught with music that is all for me 

Her voice is heard. 
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Like all fair things is She ! 
The richest crown of all my life's delight ; 
Dearer than flower or bird, fairer than day or night, 

Is she to me ! 
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"THE ELMS." 



T 



ALL elms around my dwelling 
A stately watching keep, 

A dreamy stillness hovers 
Within their shadows deep. 



Like guardian spirits ever 

They look down upon me ; 
Through all the changing seasons 

Dear friends they seem to be. 

In summer mid their branches 

The glittering sunbeams play, J 

And happy birds flit through them 

Throughout the livelong day. 

In winter dark and threatening 

Against the cold, gray sky. 
Their mighty limbs wave sternly 

As the storm -wind passes by. 
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Sometimes in the dim twilight 

I watch their moving lines 
Tracing strange hieroglyphics 

As their branching intertwines, 

Till I fancy I can read there 

On that strangely written page, 

A message of lost wisdom 
From some forgotten sage. 

A child, I gazed upon them 
Half charmed and half afraid ; 

A maiden, dreamed sweet dreaming 
In their soft, soothing shade. 

And as time brought slowly, surely. 

Its sorrow and its care, 
Still more friendly seemed their shadows, 

Still more sweet the summer air. 

Oft to my troubled spirit 

They have whispered words of cheer. 
They have hushed my wild complaining 

Or calmed my foolish fear. 
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In Memory's lij;ht I see them 

A mystic glory wear ; 
Like dear friends they stand before me, 

Those Elms so tall and fair. 



1 
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RENAISSANCE. 



IN the old years we were loving, — shall the new years 
be less dear? 
We were very near each other, can we not now be 
as near? — 
If as old friends we were true friends, shall we not as 

new friends find 
That our power of truthful loving has not yet been left 
behind ? 

Many a dream we dreamed together, — can we never 

dream again? — 
Hours of sunshine made us happy, hours of darkness 

saddened then; — 
Sunshine cheers me, shadows chill me still as in those 

golden days. 
And methinks I see the brightness and the sadness in 

your gaze. 

Then your hand was warm and ready, clasping mine 
with firmest hold, 
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Then your lips were overflowing, — telling all that couJ(f 

be told : — 
And to-day your hand you proffer in the same frank, 

loyal way, 
And your lips find quick expression for the tender words 

you say. 

Naught is changed in outward seeming, and, believe me, 

naught within 
But can shine with brighter glory, and a sweeter bliss 

can win. 
Hands as warm and hearts as loving are our own to 

plight anew, 
You shall give me yours, my darling, I will give my 

own to you. 

Lift your eyes to mine with glances which your inmost 

soul reveal, 
Trust me with your lightest fancies nor your deepest 

thoughts conceal ; 
Love me with your fondest fervor, cover me with kisses 

sweet ; 
Hold me to your heart and listen, — hear how true our 

pulses beat ! 
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"SWEETS TO THE SWEET." 



WHEN blue eyes melt in liquid light, 
My bosom swells with languid pleasure ; 
When black eyes gleam like stars at night, 
My pulses throb with quickened measure ; 
And then when gray ones flash and glow 

And shed their radiant beams upon me, 
Upon my word, I scarcely know 

Which of these lovely orbs have won me. 

Redundant locks of raven hair 

Befit a heroine of story; — 
While auburn tresses floating fair 

Bewilder with their golden glory; 
And simple bands of shining brown 

Suggest a Raffaelle's Madonna; — 
Which of these heads should wear the crown 

I cannot tell, upon my honor! 

That sylph -like girl with fragile form 
Seems like an artist's fairest dreaming; 
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This tropic beauty takes by storm, 

And charms by being, not by seeming. 

Ethereal saints to rapture wake me 
And lift me to the upper reg^ions, — 

But earthly houris quickly take me 
Back to their own unholy legions. 

One day I kneel before a shrine 

And offer up a reverent duty; — 
The next, if all the world were mine, 

I 'd give it to some naughty beauty. 
So till, one woman shall combine 

The varied charms of all the others, 
This changing fate must still be mine. 

To be first yours and then another's. 
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"SO NEAR AND YET SO FAR." 
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HY com est thou in dreams to paint anew 

Thine image on my heart, — 
To gild afresh each worn and faded hue 
With thine own magic art? — 



Why give the glory of old days to Night, 

When, at the touch of Mom, 
My prayers are powerless to delay thy flight ? — 

In vain I curse the dawn ! 

Why bless the hours when I am wrapped in sleep. 

To make the day more lone, — 
Why seem such tears of penitence to weep 

To turn again to stone? — 

Could'st thou but know the welcome my heart gives 

In spite of all my wrongs, — 
And see the yearning love that in me lives 

And still to thee belongs! 
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One word of tender pleading from thy lips 

Would rend these clouds away, — 
Would clear the heavens, break the long eclipse, — 

And give us back the day. 

If I must shut thee from my heart and life, 

O haunt my dreams no more! 
Why seek forever to renew the strife 

For a reward so poor! 

If thou still lovest as in days of old, 

Come in the noon's broad light, — 
Let all the treason of thy past be told, 

Nor stoop again to flight. 

Come not thus stealthily to mock my rest 

With promise sweet and fair, — 
Or be once more my heart's most honored guest 

And thine old lustre wear. 

Such nights of joy, such bitter days as this, 

Would make a hell of heaven ; — 
Bring me no tempting prophecy of bliss, — 

Or y— stay, — and be forgiven ! 
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THE CHILDREN'S TABLE. 



'Written for the great National Fair held in New York, March 25, 1864, 

for the Sanitary Commission: and printed copies sold 

at a table taken care of by little children. 



WHILE the wise men are all seeking 
Ways to save our native land, 
And the brave men are all fighting 
Heart to heart and hand to hand, 
While the grown-up women labor 
For the soldiers night and day. 
Would you have us children idle 
Minding nothing but our play? 

Little hands we have, but willing. 

Little hearts, but loving well 
Those who languish sorely wounded. 

Those who fill the prisoner's cell; 
And we know the names of heroes 

Who have fallen on the field. 
Gleam with never-dying brightness 

Blazoned on our country's shield. 
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We have toiled with busy fingers 

Many days to gather here 
Little treasures that may tempt you 

With full purses to draw near: — 
For they tell us that with money 

Many great things may be done ; 
Never had it nobler uses 

Since this big world was begun. 

Let the great and glorious impulse 

Now astir throughout the land 
Make us welcome as we greet you 

Coming with this new demand. 
Give us then, oh, generous people, 

Ready purchase of our wares, — 
And we '11 give you children's blessings 

Won from Heaven by children's prayers. 
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THE BEAUTIFUL GATE. 



OH, beautiful Gate! oh, Gate of Love! 
Open thy portals fair, — 
For love is all things else above, 
And we would enter there! 
Through thee we see the Eden we have lost, 
The rest most welcome to the tempest -tost. 

Oh, beautiful Gate! though fair thou art 

And eager though we be, — 
'Tis only the true and trusting heart 

That entrance wins through thee. 
Weakness and coldness must stand without, 
No room in thy realm for distrust or doubt. 

Oh, beautiful Gate! through thee we glide. 
We neither pause nor fear; — 

The world without is far too wide. 
The world within too dear. 

Here in the careless crowd we are alone, 

In thee we find a kingdom all our own. 
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Oh, beautiful Gate ! to us so clear, 

Glowing in rosy light, 
Many and many stand watching near 

Who never catch the sight. 
Cold in the darkness wondering they stand. 
While we are entering the Promised Land. 
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DUSK AND DAWN. 



UNTO my love I go 
When the sun is in the west, 
When beneath the sunset glow 
Earth and heaven sink to rest. 
Long before I reach her side 

Darkness closes round 
And no more can be descried 
My shadow on the ground ! 

Forth from my love I go 

When the sun is in the east, — 
As the morning wakens slow 

Ere the hush of night has ceased. 
When I reach my home again 

The sun is shining high, 
And adown the grassy lane 

I see my shadow lie. 

So to me the night 

Wears the hues of morn, — 
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Darkness is my light, 
Sunset is my dawn! 

Promise gilds the west 
With its brightest ray,. 

The world goes to rest 
When begins my day! 
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RENEWAL. 

AST time I walked abroad the silent earth 
Bereft of all that had made summer fair, 
Or Autumn glorious with fruitage rare, — 
Stood mid the Winters cold all bleak and bare. 



But now fresh life is throbbing in her veins, 
She hath put on new sunshine and new flowers; 
She recks not of her last year's faded bowers, 
But blithely dreams of this year's dawning hours. 

With charmed ear she listens as the Spring 
With false but wooing voice breathes forth again 
The very sweetnesses that made the pain 
Of last year's broken vows and promise vain. 

The earth and I were sad and lone erewhile ; 
I loved her when her mourning robes she bore, 
For hues like hers my own dark spirit wore; 
Now she is gay with lovers by the score. 
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Alas! I cannot thus like her renew 
My withered hopes, and new-born raptures feel; 
Each day but serves more clearly to reveal 
Wounds that no coming bliss can ever heal. 

Unto her mother -heart I could draw near 
And weep upon her breast when both were sad ; 
But now that she forgets the grief she had 
No tie unites the wretched and the glad ! 
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SWEET WORDS. 
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HOUGH you cannot hear me speaking, 
Let me say sweet words to you ; 

For my heart is ever seeking 
To express itself anew ; — 



To say over the old feeling 

In some new and fresher guise; 

To find new ways of revealing 
The deep love that in me lies. 

Though a distance long and dreary 
Still between us stretches far, 

Yet my spirit never weary 
Turns unto you as my star. 

In my heaven you are glowing 
With a light serene and still, 

And sweet influence from you flowing. 
All mv nature seems to fill. 
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Absence cannot change you, dearest ; 

Distance cannot make me cold ; 
Presence does not bring friends nearest, 

Time does not make all things old. 

And though loving words should never 
Find their way from me to you, 

I should trust your love forever, — 
You would know me to be true. 

Yet I find delight in telling 

To the unresponsive air. 
Thoughts that in my heart are swelling 

And some breeze to you may bear. 

And I fancy that you hear me 

When I breathe your cherished name, 
And that sometimes, as if near me, 

You, too, fondly do the same! 
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SELF-DECEPTION. 



M 



Y heart was sad, I went unto my friend 
To tell my secret grief: — 
Sure that his loving sympathy would lend 
Solace and sweet relief. 



I found him in the merriest of moods, 
His face one broadening smile; 

His hands were heaped up high with this world's 

goods 
Garnered by this world's guile. 

There was no room for sorrow in his heart, 

I could not check his mirth; 
We were dear friends, but now we stood apart 

Far as the heavens from earth. 

Then to the queenly maiden I adored 

I bent my thoughtful way; 
There all the passion of my heart was stored. 

There all my treasure lay. 
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I found her brow serene with peaceful thought, 

Her spirit free from care; 
I could not offer her the gift I brought, — 

What right had sorrow there? 

So to my home I turned again and sighed 

To think how oft in vain 
Each restless heart so eagerly has tried 

To share its inward pain. 

Cheating itself with ever new belief, 

And ever deeming near 
That twin -born soul to whom its joy and grief 

Shall as its own appear. 
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BY AND BY. 

LITTLE Bertha sitting by me 
Tells me all the hopes and fears 
That with mingled shade and sunshine 
Fill her childhood's tender years; — 
Then with burst of eager loving 

Her soft arms are round me thrown, — 
" By and by I '11 be just like you 
' ' When I am a woman grown ! * ' 

Harry plays beneath my window 

Riotous with hoop and ball, — 
He is somewhere near eleven 

And is growing strong and tall. 
Says, in confidential converse, 

" By and by, when I 'm a man, 
"Which will be in a few summers, 

"I shall marry cousin Fan." 
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Walking in the deepening shadows 

Watching sunset's dying gleams, 
I drew near a youth and maiden 

Lost in love's delicious dreams. 
She was hushed in happy silence, 

But he spoke his thought aloud: 
** By and by I shall win honors, 

" Of your love you shall be proud." 

Entering at the open doorway 

Of the artist's quiet room 
I beheld him sitting sadly 

In the twilight's gathering gloom. 
As I paused in reverent silence 

Hope returned to cheer his heart, 
And I heard him murmur proudly, 

*' By and by, beloved art ! " 

Toiling through uncounted hours. 

Never resting day or night, 
Sits the scholar, pale with watching, 

In his eyes the fever -light. 
Youth and health and strength are flying 

From his grasp with footstep fleet, — 
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" By and by I '11 stop and rest me, 
"When my great work is complete." 

In the chamber of the sick man 

Hear his faint, low whisper tell 
"Though I now am weak and suffering, 

"By and by I shall be well." 
And as hope revives within him. 

Promise lights his weary eye. 
And he smiles as we are going, 

"I will join you by and by." 

Tread more softly, — we are coming 

Into holy precincts now, — 
See the glow on those wan features. 

Watch the light on that pale brow! 
List the words that break the stillness, 

Hark the mourner's stifled sigh, — 
" I go first, my own beloved, — 

"You shall follow by and by!" 

Thus forever and forever 

Does this poor, fond human heart 
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Paint the image of its future 
Bright with too delusive art. 

Youth and hope are ever singing, 
"By and by we shall be blest"; 

Age and sorrow ever sighing, 

" By and by we shall find rest." 
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SILENCE. 



SHOULD the deep and sacred feeling, 
When sweet thoughts are o'er us stealing, 
Every sad remembrance healing, 
Seek for utterance in speech ? — 
No! let silence make still deeper, 
Like the deep dream of a sleeper. 
Or the mourning of the weeper, 

Thoughts no human words can reach, — 
Lying even "too deep for tears." 

In those rarely given hours, 
Which in after life, like flowers 
Such as grew in childhood's bowers, 

Gladden the way -weary soul, 
We forget the chains that bind us, 
Seeing only those behind us, 
Which most pleasantly entwined us 

In a willing, sweet control, — 

The dear ties of early years. 

69 



Words would break the fond illusion 
With a bold, unwished intrusion, 
Waking into wild confusion 

Fatal memories in the breast; — 
Then no more can peace returning 
Calm the ever -restless yearning 
That within the heart is burning, 

Or give back that blessed rest; 

Then let silence keep us dreaming. 

Would the dream might ne'er be broken. 
Or the bitter words be spoken. 
Which must be to us a token 

That our dearest hopes have flown. 
Ah! it would be sweet forever 
To sleep on in bliss, and never " 
Wake to feel our heart-strings sever, 

Wake to find ourselves alone, — 

Find our bliss was but a seeming. 
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THE VOICE OF THE SEA. 
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LAY me down on the wild sea -shore, 

And heard, as in a sleep, 
The ceaseless moaning, the sullen roar 

Of the dark and restless deep. 



I listened long to the muffled tones 

Of that solemn, heaving sea ; 
For it seemed to strive with those dreary moans 

To utter some mystery. 

And every wave, as it neared the land. 

To die upon the shore. 
Seemed to whisper brokenly to the sand 

The secret that it bore. 

And the land gave back a soft, low sigh 

Of pity to the sea ; 
While the wave's hoarse murmur, the shore's 
reply. 

Re-echoed ceaselessly. 



Wildly and sadly those tones of woe 
Thrilled through the summer air, 

And the Voice of the Sea in its surging fldw 
Breathed ever the same "despair. 
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THE PILGRIM'S PLAINT. 
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S if across Sahara's sands, 
Dear love, to thee I stretch my hands ! 
Between our hearts the desert lies 
Barren beneath the burning skies. 



Each morn to cross the arid waste 
I start and strive with eager haste ; 
Each night I see at set of sun 
My journey is but just begun. 

Sometimes beneath the noontide glare 
The mirage gleams before me fair; 
Only to lure my weary feet 
Still farther with its fond deceit. 

Long trains of travellers pass me by, 
Careless of all the crowd am I ; — 
Uncharmed by all that they most prize, 
Untrammelled by their strongest ties. 
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But as alone I wander on, 
Seeking the waj- thou may 'st have gone, 
Methinks the desert sweet might be, 
Could I but keep clasped hands with thee. 

Could I but lift my eyes to thine, — 
Light heart and lighter step were mine; 
Apart from thee, the lengthening way 
Grows darker, drearier, day by day. 

Open thy passionate soul to me. 
Clasp me again so close to thee, 
That dreams of desert sands may fly. 
And safe on thine my heart may lie. 
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THE CITY STUDENT. 



MY little study window looks out on a crowded 
street, 
And I hear from morn till midnight the sound of 
passing feet; 
But I rarely lift my eyelids as in my book I read, 
To mark which step moves heavily or which with joyful 

speed. 
The ceaseless hum of human life to my rapt fancy 

seems 
Like a faint and wordless echo from soi^e far-off land 
of dreams. 

Sometimes it rises louder, like the deep and sounding 

roar 
Of the mighty ocean billows as they dash upon the 

shore; — 
And then it dies away awhile, to soon come back 

again, 
With a softer, quicker motion, like the pattering of 

rain ; — 
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But Htill I bend above my b€K>k and let the world 

go by, 
It cares not for my loneliness, nor for its crowds care 1 1 

I never u ish for other sounds such as the poet loves, 
The music of the south wind, the cooing of the doves, 
Itie humming of the honey-bees, the murmuring of 

the streams, 
Where the soft shadows slowly creep or the fair sun- 
light gleams. 
I care not for the sweetest song of all the summer 

birds, 
llie breeze among the sighing pines, the lowing of the 
herds. 

I was not born mid rural scenes or reared in country 

air, 
My only childish play -ground was the dusty city square; 
11ie only trees I ever see are gray with dust and 

age, 
The only birds I ever hear sing from a gilded cage; 
Hut with my books and with my pen and with my 

crowded street, 
I would not change my lot for that of any one I meet. 
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WATCHING. 
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AR but into the twilight 

I gaze with throbbing heart; 

At every sound I tremble, 
At every footstep start. 



Faster the darkness deepens, 
Faster the night comes on, 

And through the long, long hours 
I sit and weep alone. 

The neighbors' lamps are lighted. 
And from each window shine 

Bright beams of friendly welcome,- 
There is no light in mine! 

Their households are assembled, 
Their homes are full of glee, — 

Their shadows flitting swiftly 
Across the light I see. 
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And there is one v\fao6e coming 
Would make my home more light 

Than tht->^e which glow the brightest 
This dark and drear\' night. 

And though my heart gro\%-s heaxy, 
I still must watch and wait; 

F'or surely he will enter 

Some night within my gate! 
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THE SEA. 
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EAR me, old ocean, as I kneel by thee, 

And watch thy mighty billows' ceaseless roll. 

Teach me thy strength, thy silent energy, 

And breathe thy calmness through my rest- 
less soul ! 



Bearing the burden of unuttered woe, 

I lie down wearied on thy lonely shore ; — 

The pulse of life is beating faint and slow, 

And weakness whispers, "Wherefore struggle more? 

**What do thy strivings bring but weariness, — 
"What thy fond loving win for thee but pain? 

"What poor rewards thy mightiest efforts bless! 
"Alas, poor tired one, they are all in vain!" 

From my weak heart I turn to thee, O Sea ! 

Thy deep tides fail not though the day be past, 
My coward spirit shall learn strength from thee. 

And I will labor bravely to the last ! 
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THE "LAST SUPPER »' 



OF LEONARDO DA VINCI. 



This painting, at a first glance, appears hopelessly dilapidated, but 
you look long and well upon it, the injuries of time seem to disappe^ 
and the picture to come forth anew, so marvellous is the power of tho^* 
defaced outlines. The face of Christ, less injured than the rest, retaic*' 
its heavenly beauty and godlike serenity, and as you gaze upK>n the grouf* 
the figures become more distinct, the colors glow afresh, and the whol^ 
picture asserts itself to the imagination, till we wonder how we dared 6tctn 
it a ruin.— [Journal of 1855. 
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HERE are fair palace chambers high and vast, 
Glowing with golden sheen*, — 

Adorned with costly relics of the past, 
P'it dwellings for a queen. 



There are proud halls where kings may sit in state 

And, robed in all their pride, 
See thronging multitudes, who cringe and wait, 

Surge through the portals wide; 
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And spacious galleries where gems of art 

In rich profusion meet,— 
That charm us, till unwilling to depart. 

We turn reluctant feet. 

Mansions there are whose solemn atmosphere 

Bids every true heart swell, 
Where the pale ghosts of those who suffered here 

Seem evermore to dwell. 

Yet pillared hall, or palace chamber high, 

Or lofty, gilded dome, 
Bring not such tears as fill the gazer's eye 

In this neglected room! 

For on the walls so ruthlessly defaced, 

A vision, far more grand 
Than aught of these, was in the old days placed 

By a great artist's hand. 

The colors long have faded and grown dim. 
Yet still Time fain would spare, 

As if through reverence, the face of Him 
So calmly seated there. 

81 



And as with loving awe we stand before 

The picture, — we behold 
Those faded tints their first fresh glow restore,— 

No longer dim and cold ! 

Not with brief glance its wondrous power we learn ; 

But long and earnest gaze, 
To those scarred walls will make again return 

The glory of old days ! 

And that poor hall, so naked and forlorn. 

Will with a splendor shine, 
Such as no royal dwelling may adorn, — 

Shed from that face divine! 



82 



T 



APRIL. 

HE year's young bride brings royal dower 
Of bursting leaf and budding flower, 
Of smiling sun and blessing shower. 



The earth awakes to life and bloom, 

Emerging from the icy tomb 

That held her in the winter's gloom. 

The skies bend down with loving looks. 
The sunshine woos the long -sealed brooks, 
And violets bloom in sheltered nooks. 

The willow -stems are all aglow. 

And through their veins the juices flow. 

As if they felt it bliss to grow. 

The buds upon the elms begin 
To quiver with the life within. 
That long has hushed and dormant been. 

The grass is peeping from the ground. 
The sheep upon the hills have found 
Fresh herbage on each sunny mound. 
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The air with melody is stirred, 

Ajt morning through the woods is heard 

The carol of the happy bird. 

At eve across the stillness float 

The croakings of the bull -frog's note, 

The winter's cold still in his throat. 

Wherever now we turn our eyes 

Upon the earth, or to the skies, 

The sweet spring visions seem to rise. 

All the dark thoughts of gloom and cold, 
That like a wintry shroud enfold 
Our hearts, fade like a legend old. 

Earth fears no more the freezing blast 
That rudely o'er her bosom passed. 
And in her lap the snow-drifts cast. 

But field and forest now are rife 
For summer's growth of gentle strife. 
Eager with newly quickened life. 
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The sunshine sheds prophetic rays, — 
This blossoming time of joy repays 
For winter's dull and dreary days. 

We too would learn, oh kindly Spring, 
Our wintry thoughts aside to fling 
Fresh life to our dead souls to bring. 

Teach us our hearts to open wide, — 
Let hopes that with the past year died 
Be now forever laid aside! — 

Or, better still, like ripened grain, 
That last year smiled upon the plain, 
And since has, safely garnered, lain ; 

To bring them forth and plant anew 
For Spring's soft rain and Summer's dew,- 
And give them culture long and true. 

So when the harvest time draws near 
And brings the homage of the year, 
We too with full hands may appear. 
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THE LAUGHING SEA. 



HEAR what the sea, 
The laughing, leaping sea, 
The riotous, plunging sea. 
Hear what it sa^-s to me I 
I am in a merry vein, 
Drinking in the summer rain, 
As you mortals drink rich wine; 
Drops that in the sunlight shine, 
Mingle with my yeasty brine. 
And the winds that bring the showers 
Murmur of the trees and flowers, 
Whispering of the pleasant land 
Which, with light touch, they have fanned; 
And the pretty tales they tell, 
Please old Neptune's fancy well. 
See, while I my nectar quaff, 
How I lightly leap and laugh ! 

86 



Hear what the sea, 
The dark and moaning sea, 
The melancholy sea, 
Hear what it says to me! 
I am tossed with deep unrest, 
Ever lonely and oppressed ; 
Clouds from Heaven looking down 
Harshly on my sorrow frown. 
Vainly with white crests I crown 
My fair waves, and woo the shore, 
Vainly my libations pour; 
Earth disdains my homage still ; 
Even the tiny mountain rill 
Brings me gifts, but will not take 
One salt droplet for my sake. 
Think you that I '11 always mourn ? 
Laughing scornfully I turn. 

Hear what the sea. 
The fierce and angry sea. 
The wild and stormy sea, 
Hear what it says to me! 

I hate the dull old earth ; 

Her soft airs are not worth 
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One breath of the strong blasts that sweep 
Across the breast of the great deep, 
Waking the echoes from their sleep. 
Hark ! how they shout aloud to me, 
Those northern gales so fierce and free ! 
See how the lately scornful shore 
Trembles beneath their mighty roar. 
My waves are quivering with delight, 
I laugh to see the earth's affright; 
My storms are out, and she shall know 
The sea can be a fearful foe ! 

Hear what the sea, 
The cruel, deadly sea, 
The cold, remorseless sea, 
Hear what it says to me! 
All my work I 've grandly wrought, 
Winds and waters well have fought; 
Now, — the noise of battle o'er, — 
Count the wrecks along the shore. 
And, upon my ocean -floor 
See the wealth of treasure spread. 
And unnumbered mortals dead. 
The proud ships that yester-e'en 
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Floated on my silver sheen, 
Earth's fond hearts in vain await, 
I have captured crews and freight; 
Nevermore will favoring gales 
Fill their torn and useless sails. 
How the poor souls strove to save 
Their weak lives from my wide grave ! 
Far enough below they lie, 
And I laughed to see them die. 
Now I '11 sleep a little while, 
And to-morrow on you smile; 
Yes, while I my nectar quaff, 
You shall see me leap and laugh ! 
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OUR COUNTRY'S CAUSE. 



Written for the Sanitary Commission Fair, held in Philadelphia 

during the Civil War. 

WAR'S cruel ploughshare cleaves the land 
With furrows wide and deep ; 
Each furrow is a hallowed grave 
Where our loved heroes sleep. 
But costly seed we 're planting now 

In weariness and pain, 
Shall, at the harvest -time, bring forth 
Fair fields of priceless grain. 

Our hearts are saddened by the sight 

Of sick and wounded men : — 
It seems as if God's summer air 

Could ne'er be pure again. 
But, side by side with War's dark sins, 

Man's noblest virtues shine, 
And woman's sweet compassion beams 

With lustre half divine. 
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Sweet Mother Earth with tender care 

Covers her wounds with flowers, — 
And we would learn her loving art 

For these deep wounds of ours. 
For, though our tears fall sadly now, 

They, like the summer rain. 
May bring rich blessings for the time 

When sunshine comes again. 

Only for thee, dear native Land, 

Could we thus bear our woe : 
Only for thee, see day by day 

Our brave men thus laid low. 
But though our griefs must inly bleed 

Through many a coming year, 
Each sorrow makes our Country's Cause 

To patriot hearts more dear. 
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CHAFF. 

WHY search in the fair fields of wheat 
P'or growing tares? — 
When joy is here why go to meet 
Approaching cares? — 
Why watch the sunshine with distrust 

Foretelling rain? — 
Or weep because the morrow must 
Bring tears and pain? — 

Let the wheat ripen in the sun 

To golden grain, — 
Bask in each sunny moment won 

Ere the day wane. 
The Summer needs not Autumn's thrift, 

Youth needs not tears, — 
There 's time enough the chaff to sift 

From the ripe ears! 
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ALAS ! 

ALAS, that life should fly so fast ! 
That love's bright dreams should never 
last; — 
That even when love and life are true 
Sorrows are many and blisses few! 

There 's many an unsaid care and fear, 
And many a bitter unshed tear; 
And many dreary doubts that wait 
To mock us at the hands of Fate. 

And ofttimes darkness deep enfolds 
All that our inmost being holds 
Most sweet in life, most dear in death, 
Chilling our souls with icy breath. 

We seem with tearful eyes to stand 
And gaze on Love's own Promised Land; 
Nay! dwelHng in it side by side, 
Yet of its sweetness half- denied. 
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Yet we, whose hearts are strong and true, 
Can surely string our harps anew, 
And from the chords attuned to pain 
Bring forth sweet melody again. 

Come! let us cross this dark abyss 
And climb once more our heights of bliss, 
And thrill again with passion's power 
Our hearts, now deadening hour by hour. 

What though for thee life's dreams have fled. 
Love's deeper fires are not yet dead, — 
And I still feel when near to thee 
That earth holds precious things for me. 
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STANZAS. 



WHEN at the early dawn I wake 
From sweetest dreams of thee, 
Which fill my heart with bliss, and make 
The night a heaven for me ; — 
I turn in sadness back, — in vain 

I woo those dreams to me, — 
Alas ! they will not come again, 
I wake to sigh for thee! 

Through the day's long and weary hours 

I muse on those gone by 
When Time so ''softly trod on flowers," 

For, dearest, thou wert nigh. 
But now that thou art far away. 

No sunshine smiles for me, 
I sit in sorrow all the day, 

I sit and sigh for thee ! 

When the sweet hours of twilight bring 
Their stillness to my breast, — 
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And darkness, shrouding everything, 
Brings its own transient rest; 

Then hope comes whispering to my heai 
And breathes its spell on me; 

But naught avails its flattering art. 
For still I sigh for thee! 

There is no music to my ear 

So sweet as thy dear voice. 
Its lightest cadence soft and clear 

Makes my fond heart rejoice. 
And when I sit and strive in vain 

To catch its melody, — 
With saddest heart I turn again 

And ever sigh for thee! 
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NIGHT AND MORNING. 
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ORNING dawns, — the blessed sunbeams 
Drive the night's cold gloom away : 

Shadows fly and spectres vanish 
In the clear, calm light of day. 



While the night in thraldom held me, 
While the darkness closed around, 

FMghtful visions filled my fancy 
Till I trembled at each sound. 

Troops of elfish forms went tramping 
Through my chamber's dreary gloom ; 

Wizard shapes of goblin phantoms 
Glided round my silent room. 

Soon a mocking semblance offered 
Of the long since loved and lost; 

But no loving glances gave me 
As upon my couch I tossed. 
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But their eyes, with scorn dilated, 
Burned into my very brain, — 

For I felt they knew my secret, 

And I writhed 'neath their disdain. 

How I wept and prayed for pity. 
How I turned and sought for rest, 

Still the weary hours lingered. 

Still remained each hateful guest. 

So at night I am a coward, 
And alone I dread to be ; 

But by daylight I grow bolder. 
With the world to shelter me. 

Then I bear my secret boldly. 
And I look around as though. 

Heart serene and conscience stainless, 
I had never dreamed of woe. 

But I know that in my chamber 
Lurk those dreaded foes of mine ; 

Waiting for their time of power. 
Waiting for tlie midnight chime. 
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A GREETING. 
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F friendship only comes with years, 

We two are strangers still, — 
The hours we 've together spent 
But little space would fill. 



I have not watched you day by day, 

Seeking with eager eye 
To see the gradual growth of love, 

As weeks and months went by. 

I have not sought you first of all 

In times of joy or woe. 
Finding an impulse in my heart, 

That bade me to you go. 

I never wept a single tear 
Upon your faithful breast; 

Nor whispered of a single hope 
That grew a welcome guest. 
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And you have never pined for me 
When you were lone and sad, — 

Nor longed to bring me joyful words 
When your own heart was glad. 

Yet spite of all the carelessness 

Between us in the past, — 
A chain there is, though slight 'tis sweet, 

Which holds us close and fast. 

And fragments of most pleasant speech 

The missing links renew. 
As, touched by memory's magic wand, 

I pause to think of you. 

Bright smiles and gentle words there were 

That linger with me yet, — 
And rapid interchange of thought 

That I shall ne'er forget. 

We watched the summer glory fall 

Upon the calm blue sea, — 
We talked beneath the sunset sky 

Of Nature's mystery. 
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And even when Autumn's winds were chill 
And wintry skies grew drear, 

There still was much we loved to see 
And much for each to hear. 

For then we thought of graver themes, 
And sadder words were ours; 

And deeper confidence we gave 
Each other in those hours. 

And so we met, and met again, 
Perchance with little thought 

Of how it was that, more and more, 
We were together brought. 

An hour here, an hour there, 

At morning or at eve, — 
They were but few, and yet how clear 

The memory they leave! 

And I still feel that kiss you gave. 

When twilight's dusky veil 
Falling around us as we stood, 

Half hid your face so pale. 
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It seemed a prophecy of love, 

A yearning at your heart, 
Which said that, though we lightly met, 

We could not lightly part. 

And the strong pressure of your hand 
Which I held clasped in mine, 

Told me that without spoken words 
You could my thought divine. 

But now life's current sweeps along 
With motion strong and fleet, 

And, borne upon our different ways. 
Again we shall not meet: — 

Yet we are friends ! what matter now 

The parting and the pain ! 
They cannot rob us of the past 

Nor make its promise vain. 

I breathe "God bless you!" on the air 

Wherever you may be. 
And know your inmost heart will thrill 

Whene'er you think of me. 
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THE TWO PRISONERS. 



MY little bird sits in his cage, 
And thro' the bars he looks 
Upon me as I sit in thought 
Or busy at my books. 
And when I pause awhile to rest, 

Sweet wood -notes wild and free 
Come gushing from his tiny throat 
In bursts of melody. 

And when 1 pace my narrow cell 

With steps of wild unrest, 
And think that I, like him, am caged 

In durance I detest; — 
He bends his sparkling eyes on me 

As if my thoughts he knew, 
And then he sings those notes again. 

With cadence sweet and true. 

His song breathes courage through dismay 
And solace in despair, — 
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He fills my prison with the breath 

Of Heaven's summer air. 
We both are prisoners, 'tis true, 

Yet, though we are not free, 
We *11 keep stout hearts within our breasts 

And sing of liberty. 

If e'er in freedom's blessed air 

I may once more rejoice, 
Then thou in thine own native woods 

Shalt lift an uncaged voice. 
Dear bird, since thou dost teach me how 

My prison life to bear. 
The hour that shall set me free 

Thou shalt my freedom share. 
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THE LADY OF MY DREAMS. 



THROUGH the hush of stillest midnight comes the 
Lady of my Dreams ; 
Very fair and very stately in her loveliness she 
seems : 
Like a queen she smiles upon me, like a vassal I bow 

down ; 
Never yet did mortal woman grace with wearing fairer 
crown ! 

But though proudly she dolh bear her, and though regal 

is her mien. 
Yet within her blue eyes' heaven, depths of sweetness 

may be seen ; 
And her smile is very gentle as she turns her face to 

mine. 
And a woman's loving softness mingles with her grace 

divine. 

Like a vassal I adore her when as Queen she passes 
by; 
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And my heart stands still within me when she pauses 

proud and high ; — 
But when bending down upon me all the glory of her 

eyes. 
Then my pulses thrt>b with tire, and from off my knees 

I rise. 

Rise with all my manhood in me. to pour forth my 

passion's might: — 
All my wise -made resolutions in a moment taking 

flight; — 
All the distance. — all the danger, that between us ever 

lies. 
Fades away in sweet oblivion 'neath the magic of her 

eyes ! 

And my dream grows fairer, fairer, till I seem to see her 

smile 
As she listens to my wooing, growing bolder all the 

while ; 
Till, at length, with blushes glowing, all the Queen she 

lays aside, 
And a simple, loving maiden, she is standing by my 

side. 
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1 forget that I am dreaming, but my waking comes at 

last, 
-And I rouse to day's stern labor, when the heavenly 

night is past; — 
But that queenly lady knows not that in dreams she 

visits me, 
Kor that in those dreams Elysian I her lover dare 

to be ! 
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THE LONG-DELAYED. 
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HE wintr>- night 
With stars is bright. 
And on the ground the snow lies white ; 
While, loud and cold. 
The night -winds hold 
Revel around this house so old. 

Now loud, now low, 

The breezes blow 
Above earth's winding-sheet of snow; 

And through the street 

Pass still and fleet 
The hurrying steps of homeward feet. 

They all pass by, 

Nor know that I 
Here in the darkness sit and sigh ; — 

My straining ear 

Seeming to hear 
A footstep ever drawing near! 
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Sweet summer crowned 

All things around, 
When his ** farewell" breathed its stem sound;- 

I did not start, — 

I hushed my heart, 
I never dreamed he could depart! 

And now these tears 

And cruel fears 
Will vanish when his face appears! 

Alas ! my pride 

His prayer denied, 
No more he cometh to my side. 

Day after day 

Of long delay 
Is wearing heart and hope away ; 

And yet — and yet — 

Can I forget, 
Or say, ''Would we had never met"? 
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THE CHRIST. 

WITHIN the sculptor's room there stands. 
Mid statues finished toir. 
All molded by his skilful hands 
And carved \\i:h patient care. , 
A sin.i^ie block of marble white. 

Untouched by chisel -stroke. 
Still shapeless, as when first to sight 
It from the quarry broke. 

From pure Carrara's hills it came, 

I^jng months and years ago; — 
Must it forever be the same 

Unshapen mass of snow? 
The artist -hand has given form 

To many an artist -thought. 
And shall no statue, breathing warm, 

Be from this marble wrought? 

Even now before it, hushed and still, 
The artist stands in vain ; 
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The subtle thought evades his will, 

He turns away again. 
Within the silent stone he knows 

Some shape of life resides, 
Which yet in stern and cold repose. 

Relentlessly abides. 

Then Fancy paints upon his mind, 

With outlines bold and free, 
The dreams of beauty long enshrined 

Within his memory. 
A thousand images arise, 

And one by one they pass 
Before his keen and searching eyes. 

As figures in a glass. 

Lonely and sad, a maiden young 

Stands on a rocky shore, — 
With hair dishevelled, harp unstrung, 

That harp so sweet before! 
He sees her gaze upon the sea 

Immortal in despair; 
But Sappho's sorrow cannot be 

The thought imprisoned there! 
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And now on Naxos' yellow sands, 

Where summer sunshine lies, 
A woman, stretching forth her hands, 

Rends the soft air with cries. 
She weeps, and calls, and prays, in vain, 

For, with still swifter flight. 
Her lover's sail speeds o'er the main 

And vanishes from sight. 

Another, and still fairer face, 

Lights up the charmed air, 
Undraped save with most queenly grace. 

She claims to be "most fair." 
On Ida's mount she stoops to charm 

The king -born shepherd boy. 
And bears from Pallas' self ^le palm 

All radiant with joy. 

The admiring sculptor bends his knee 

Before that vision bright, 
Then, slowly and reluctantly, 

He waves it from his sight : 
He dares not from that spotless stone 

Fair Aphrodite bring, — 
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A moment, and her form has flown 
On swift and viewless wing. 

He lifts once more his eager eyes, 

For, through the sunlight clear, 
A form whose grand proportions rise, 

In godlike grace, draws near. 
The peerless brow, — the glorious face, 

That won with magic art 
The maiden to its cold embrace, 

To sigh away her heart. 

So gods and goddesses of old 

Glide through the artist's dream, — 
The heroes of the age of gold, 

The ancient poet's theme. 
He scans each bright historic age. 

And gazes eagerly 
On martyr, poet, saint, and sage. 

As slowly they pass by. 

Sweet, loving, women and brave men, 
Whose very names are dear. 
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From out their ashes rise again, 

In graceful groups appear. 
Fantastic figures gleam beyond, 

From legends old and strange, 
And mailed knights and maidens fond 

Through the long vista range. 

Yet still the artist turns away 

Dissatisfied with all, — 
Till from the heavens dim and gray 

The evening shadows fall. 
Then, forth into the crowded street. 

He bends his way, and still 
Those phantom -shapes, with footsteps fleet. 

The pathway seem to fill. 

He wanders on till far behind 

He leaves the city's roar, — 
How sweet the stillness thus to find, 

How fair the shining shore ! 
The solemn ocean swells and shines 

Beneath the moon's pale light, 
The breath that murmurs in the pines 

Gives greeting to the night. 
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Farewell the daylight's feverish thought, 

Farewell its toil and care; 
Its rush and turmoil fade to naught 

In the night's holier air. 
Deeper the shadows fall around, — 

The wearied artist lies 
Prostrate upon the perfumed ground, 

Beneath the midnight skies. 

No sound the Sabbath stillness breaks, 

Save the low night -wind's sigh 
And the sad moan the ocean makes. 

As the waves ripple by. 
A spell from out the Land of Sleep 

Falls on the artist's brow, 
And, through his slumber sweet and deep, 

New visions wander now. 

Up through the skies, so still and bright, 

He seems to swiftly glide. 
While angels clothed in shining white 

Stand, hushed, on every side. 
Amid their glittering ranks he sees 

All forms of beauty rare. 
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And lowly on his bended knees 
He breathes the rapturous air. 

Awhile amid the angel host 

He kneels in dumb delight, 
Nor deems that even Heaven can boast 

A form more dazzling bright. 
But soon through the assembled throng 

One impulse deeply thrills, 
One burst of universal song 

All Heaven's archway fills. 

As the loud Hallelujah ring^, 

The glittering hosts divide, 
And veil their faces with their wings, 

For, opening high and wide, 
The portals of the upper skies 

Reveal a light so fair. 
That not the purest angel eyes 

That inner glory bear. 

Out from the dazzling golden gates. 
With solemn step and slow. 
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Comes one upon whose movement waits 
The reverent throng below. 

The heavenly sweetness of his face, 
The glory of his mien, 

Transcend the highest angel grace 
That Heaven has ever seen. 

It is the Master drawing near 

The adoring hosts to greet, — 
He gently bends, as if to hear 

Their strains of worship sweet. 
The Hallelujah dies away. 

The chorus sinks at last, — 
The heavenly vision will not stay, 

The artist's dream has passed. 

The morning sunbeams flash and blaze. 

As, starting from his sleep, 
A moment more he seems to gaze 

On Heaven's refulgent deep. 
Then rising from the grassy ground. 

With thoughtful step he turns 
Homeward his way, — a bliss profound 

Within his bosom burns. 



117 



Once more within his studio stands 

The sculptor, — but no more, 
With aimless eye and idle hands, 

That untouched stone before. 
Stroke upon stroke his chisel gives, 

No model now needs he. 
Within his inmost soul there lives 

A single memory. 

With hand unv/earied, nerve unspent, 

The summer days go by ; 
Strange power to his frame is lent, 

Strange lustre to his eye. 
The help that with a throbbing heart 

He asks each night in prayer 
Is surely granted, mortal art 

Ne'er fashioned aught so fair. 

At last the marble can no more. 

And art has done its best, — 
His task of love and prayer is o'er, — 

His artist heart at rest. 
Yet though to all the crowd it seem 

A Christ from stone unsealed. 
He sees still fairer in that dream 

The Master's self revealed. 

118 



SELF-POISED. 



WHO reads one heart well can read all, they 
say;— 
Who sees by night can better see by day ; 
Who walks unswerving may point out the way 
For weaker souls to walk in as they may. 

He who is earnest in his own behoof, 

Needs not to ask that others stand aloof; 

He who is doing battle for the right, 

Cares not how many watch him through the fight. 

Nor does he care though no one cheer him on, 
Or rush to praise him when his victory 's won. 
Calm in his conscious power he remains; 
He recks not losses and he counts not gains. 
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SWEET HEART. 

WEET Heart ! Sweet Heart ! keep me anear thee 
now! 
Dear Love! Dear Love! leave me no more 
alone ! 
Enshrine me in thy breast and teach me how 
To build for thee in mine a fitting throne. 



Once loving, ne'er forgetting, we will fear 
No ills that timid souls with terror fill ; 

Tho' oft apart we will be always near, — 

Near in the trusting thought the single will. 

Count we not time, for days and years no more 
Our blessed certainty of love can harm ; 

Dread we no change, for chance and change are o'er 
When earthly faith has caught from Heaven its 
charm ! 

Then love me, Love, and keep me in thy heart ! 

Sweet Heart ! Sweet Heart ! beat only now for me ! 
Once having met, henceforth we cannot part, — 

Near or remote, together we must be ! 
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THE TIMID LOVER. 



THERE is a lady fair 
Who holds my spirit fast, 
While she goes free as air 

And scatters smiles broadcast, — 
Till high and low 
The blessing of her bounteous greeting know. 

With timid step and slow 

I follow where she leads, — 
And in my face I know 

My passionate love she reads; — 
But with a smile 
She gently bars my utterance the while. 

One glance from her bright eyes 

Hushes my very heart; — 
My word gives place to sighs, 

Breathed to myself apart. 
All I would say 
Fades from my memory utterly away. 
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A kindly fate allots 

My life near hers a place; — 
No stain my lineage blots, 

My name knows no disgrace, — 
High in the world 
I bear the banner of my race unfurled. 

I trust my soul is free 

From all but honest thought, 
That friendship may with me 
By all true men be sought; 
And that my hand 
Has strength to compass what my brain has 
planned. 

I never quailed through fear 

In battle's fiercest strife; 
I 've smiled when peril near 

Has menaced my poor life; 
What man may dare 
Methinks my heart would bid me do and bear. 

And so the days go by. 
The precious hours pass, 
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So dull with her am I 

That she must think, alas! 
That I am blind 
In heart and sense, in body and in mind. 

And yet, did I not dream 

That, as we met last night, 
A rosy blush did seem 

To flush her brow so white? 
And once her look 
So gentle grew that I her glance could brook. 

If, when we meet to-day, 

She will but blush again, — 
Or turn her face away 

As timidly as then, — 
I feel as though 
Before her fears myself would bolder grow ! 

And yet no coward base 

E'er knew a deeper dread 
Than, when I see her face, 

Is through my being spread, 
A trembling fool, 
I bow in speechless terror 'neath her rule! 
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No tyrant seemeth she, 

And yet no monarch bold 
More absolute could be, 

More ruthless sway could hold ! 
My love is true, 
And yet that lady fair I dare not woo. 

Out of her sight I weave 

A thousand phrases rare, 
By which she shall perceive 

What form my wishes wear; — 
But when we meet 
Away fly honeyed words and fair conceit. 

Hope the bright vision paints, — 

I hasten to her side, 
Before my courage faints, 

To woo her for my bride. 
Ye gods attend 
My rapid way and my true cause befriend ! 
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GIVE ME THE NIGHT. 
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IVE me the night, let others take the day, 

I grudge them not the sunshine's garish light; — 

The light is fair, the sunshine for the gay. 

The world may have it, but give me the night ! 



Give me thy Heart, let others take thy smile, 
I grudge them not the unessential part 

Of kindliness and courtesy the while 

Thou walkest with them, — but give me thy Heart! 

The day was made for toil, the night for bliss. 
Thy smile was made for all, thy heart for me. 

Both day and smile may shine, I know but this, — 
When the night comes it brings me bliss and thee. 
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THE BRIDE OF THE SEA. 



DEAR, beautiful Venice ! Fair Bride of the Sea ! 
In this cold northern clime I am pining for thee ; 
My heart turning ever with fondest regret 
To the home I have lost, but can never forget; 
Where my childhood flew by, 
'Neath thy warm glowing sky, 
And life seemed all sunshine so happy was I ! 

I shall never again hear the soft plash of oars. 
As my gondola floats by thy fairy -like shores, — 
Or gaze on the waves of the silent Lagoon, 
As they gleam in the silvery light of the moon, — 

While she sheds her soft ray 

Till the night dies away 
In visions that fade in the cold light of day. 

I sigh for thee ever, my own native land ; 
Though fond hearts are near me, though friends clasp 
my hand; — 
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I thank them, I bless them with tears in my eyes, 
But still long for one glimpse of dear Italy's skies ; 

And my thoughts fly in vain 

O'er the blue rolling main, 
For, alas ! I shall never behold them again. 




127 



SEPARATION. 



THOUGH seas divide us and though months 
pass by, 
Uncheered by touch of hand or glance of eye, — 
Though thoughts which long for interchange in vain 
Lie folded back upon the weary brain, 
While every precious memory of the past 
Deepens the shadow on the present cast ! 

Still there are moments when my throbbing heart 
Dares to believe that we are not apart, — 
When deep within a secret pulse is stirred, 
As at the magic of some mighty word, 
Which, sweeping far away Love's sad eclipse, 
Brings your sweet kisses to my waiting lips. 
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MY LADYE LOVE. 



I HAVE a little ladye love — 
I shall not tell her name, 
Nor yet how it has chanced that she 
My ladye love became; 
For if one half the pleasant things 

About her I should tell, 
I 'm sure you 'd try to find her out 
And want her, too, — as well. 

I '11 only whisper that she 's small. 

Just big enough for me : 
And she has tiny hands and feet, 

Almost too small to see. 
Then, like most little folks, she knows 

All sorts of winning ways, 
And gives a very piquant turn 

To everything she says. 

Besides, she is a sprightly elf. 
She 's foremost in the dance, — 
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And if it 's fun you want, — ^just see 
The mischief in her glance! 

And list! the music in her heart 
Steals to her finger-ends, 

And to the melodies she makes 
A subtle mag^c lends. 

My little lady has her faults, 

Thank Fortune for them all ! 
I should not like your perfect folks, 

Their sweetness soon would pall. 
She has a thousand wayward whims, 

She flashes up like fire, — 
And if you think she 's meek and mild, 

I only say, — just try her! 

Her nature on the surface shows 

Each fresh impression made, 
And every moment gleams or glooms 

Bright sunshine or deep shade. 
She 's never anything by halves, 

And when she laughs, — she laughs, 
And when she 's sad, the cup of woe 

Down to the dregs she quaffs. 



130 



Now she and I know very well 

She 's just the one that I 
Can love with all my heart and soul, 

'Tis no one's business why. 
Good people! don't you trouble us, 

And we '11 not trouble you, — 
But wish you each may find a love 

As fond and strong and true. 



THE USELESS QUEST. 



rjOOR, tired seeker, cease thy useless quest: 
^ Rest in the axiom that what is, is best. 
All thy far-reaching fancies come to naught: — 
Thy thought pursues what is beyond all thought ! 

Thy deep philosophies still end in dreams; 
Thy keenest vision only sees what seems ; 
The vast unknown outreaches man's conceit; — 
Why boast of wings when thou hast only feet ! 
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HOME. 

I long for home ! 
My feet are weary wandering away, 
Farther and farther, with each passing day. 

I would go home I 

How fair it looks I 
In the sweet distance of the long ago, 
Ere I knew aught of misery and woe. 

Save from my books. 

By night and day 
A thousand pictures busy memory brings 
Of all the dear and once familiar things 

Now passed away. 

The humble cot 
Beneath whose sheltering roof tree I was bom. 
Glows in the brightness of the summer mom, 

A fairy spot. 
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The little stream 
Beside whose rippling waters oft I played, 
The dim old forest in whose shade I strayed, 

Lost in some dream. 

The very skies 
Seem in my memory far more softly bright 
Than this gay, shameless, foreign noonday light, 

Which meets my eyes. 

My mother stands 
In the low doorway waiting for her child, 
Who wandered long ago through pathways wild 

To distant lands. 

My father prays 
To see once more the darling of his age, 
To hear her read the well-worn sacred page, 

As in old days. 

Oh, let me go! 
I am not ill, I yet have streng^ enough 
To bear me home, e'en were the way more rough, 

Each step I know! 
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I cannot die 
So tar from all that 1 have loved so well; 
Were 1 at home 1 might bid earth farewell 

Without a sigli. 
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1 must depart, — 
All words are powerless to detain me here. 
A^Tiy each doubt, away each timid fear, — 

Courage. — my heart! 

At home once more, 
I may cast off this burden that 1 bear, 
I may forget my sorrow and my care, — 

But not before! 

Alas! Alas! 
I have no longer youth, or home, or hiends, 
No matter where or how this poor life ends, 

So let it pass! 
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SEEMINGS. 
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HE rosy curtains of the opening dawn 

Seem to disclose a glimpse of that lost Heaven 

From which each earth-born soul must journey on, 
And sin — yet hope to have its sins forgiven ! 



The golden glory of the setting sun 

Seems like a gateway to the realms of space, 
Through which the soul, its earthly labor done. 

Might seek, at last, a quiet resting-place. 

The starry dome of the deep midnight sky 

Seems like a temple vast, within whose gloom 

The soul might lay its earthly vesture by, 

And rise to bliss, untrammeled by the tomb. 

The ceaseless murmur of the surging sea 

Seems the deep whisper of some sacred word, 

Which, but for grossness of mortality. 

Might by each soul that it would save be heard. 
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Each human heart, with other hearts entwined, 
Seems to have foretaste of undying love ; 

As if Earth's faith, by Heaven's own signet signed, 
Were pledged below to be fulfilled above. 

So the long hours of solitary thought 

Oft lead the way to seeming Heaven-sent dreams; 
Like messages by shining angels brought, 

They thrill the spirit with divinest themes. 

Thus all the sweet analogies of life, 

The fair procession of our days and nights, — 

Seem with such promise of the future rife, 
That man, impetuous, claims Eternal life. 

And could it be that prophecies like this 

Were but the product of an o'erwrought brain, — 

And were our only goal that dark abyss, 

Where Death would end our pleasure and our pain; — 

Then, were it not that my poor human heart 

Clings, with fierce strength that will not be denied. 

Unto the few it loves, I would depart, — 

And, with my life, cast hopes and fears aside ! 

136 



SONG. 

GIVE me no kiss at meeting, 
When our meeting is by day, 
And a careless crowd around us 
May hear each word you say; — 
But with one of your keenest glances 

Look deep in my faithful eyes, — 
And let yours with a glad assurance 
Tell of trust that never dies. 

Give me no kiss at parting, 

When the same rude world is by, — 
Though our hearts are heavy with aching, 

And each breath comes with a sigh ; 
But speak your words of farewell 

In a low and half-veiled tone, 
That shall hide your tender sorrow 

F^rom all hearts but my own. 
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Then let your welcome kisses 

Come like the stars at night, 
Or the sunbeams that gently enter 

My room with the morning light; — 
Let them seek my lips as in silence 

We sit by the solemn sea, — 
Or safe in some home seclusion, 

Where feeling and thought are free. 

Your kisses are too precious, 

Your words of love too dear, 
For other eyes to see them. 

Or other ears to hear. 
So keep them for sacred seasons. 

When you and I are alone, 
To seal your love with their sweetness, 

And your trust in my love to own. 
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THE HEAVENLY GUEST. 



"That they should seek after the Lord if haply they might feel after 
Him and find Him, though He be not far from any one of us." — St. Paul. 



O 



H, happy heart, make ready with thy best, 

Bring forth thy treasures, spread thy choicest 
cheer, 
Prepare thy dwelling for the Heavenly Guest, 
Peal forth loud welcomes as He draweth near! 



The King is coming, — let thy voice be heard, 
Shouting the tidings of our wondrous bliss : 

Let every heart with wildest joy be stirred. 

The Lord of heavenly worlds descends to this. 

Rejoice my Soul to see thy Lord at last, 

Count every moment that He gives to thee; 

Drink in His presence, — hold His image fast, 
That it may light thee through Eternity. 

Perchance the mighty Lord of Life may see 

How long thou hast been pining for His grace, 
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Thy fervent prayers may find acceptancy, 

And mid His hosts He may grant thee a place ! 

Ah, foolish Soul, what idle words are these! 

Knowest thou not the Lord is always near! 
The inmost throbbing of thy heart He sees, — 

And while thou goestto meet Him, He is here! 

"Not far from every one of us" He stands. 

No royal progress through His world He makes, 

He "dwelleth not in temples made with hands," 
In one embrace the universe He takes. 

No world so great, no heart so small, but He 
With love beholdeth and with bliss can fill; 
His loving - kindness stoops to comfort thee. 
Though worlds on worlds hang breathless on His 
will. 
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THE INVALID. 



I 



N the hushed stillness of a darkened room, 
Through the long days I lie, — 
Buried and hidden, in a living tomb, 
Shut out from earth and sky. 



Lonely and sorrowful, and weak and faint, 
Stretched on my couch of pain. 

The oft -repeated utterance of complaint 
Comes sadly forth again. 

And in the depths of this poor aching breast 

So dark a sorrow lies, 
That I cease not to inly crave for rest. 

My only language sighs! 

Thus the sad hours have slowly passed away 
Through all the weary years, 

These silent walls have witnessed day by day 
My anguish and my tears. 

141 



Oh, Heavenly Father! unto thee I turn, 

And with humility 
Strive evermore the lesson sweet to learn 

Of perfect trust in Thee! 

I know that through this weight of pain and woe, 
Thou, in thine own good time, 

Wilt raise my spirit, now so crushed and low, 
Up to that height sublime, — 

Where in thy presence, 'neath the golden light 
That streams from thy " white throne,'* — 

My earthly faith changed into heavenly sight, 
I shall feel peace alone! 
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HEAVEN'S GATE. 



o 



H, sunset glow, oh radiance fair, 
That floods the sky, that fills the air, 
Bathe my rapt soul with flashing light. 
Before you die in coming night ! 



Oh, golden clouds, oh, western sky. 
Open your portals wide and high. 
Mine eyes from earthly dimness clear, 
And show me Heaven, — it must be near! 

On your soft wings, oh, sunset hours! 
Ye waft the fragrance of fresh flowers. 
And song of birds with tenderest notes 
In at my open casement floats. 

But ye must waft a fairer freight 
Than song of birds to Heaven's gate; — 
And sweeter than the breath of flowers 
Is what I give ye, sunset hours! 
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As fleet thy moments, dying day, 
So fleets my earthly Hfe away, 
With thy last beams my soul, set free, 
Springs to a glad eternity. 

More glorious than thy purpling gleams 
The light from Heaven upon me beams ; 
Rapt in prophetic bliss I wait 
My entrance in at Heaven's Gate. 



"^^( 
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"LET NOT HIM THAT GIRDETH ON HIS 

HARNESS BOAST HIMSELF AS HE 

THAT PUTTETH IT OFF." 



OTHOU, who standest in the morning dawn, 
Whose pulses quicken and whose heart beats 
high, 
Longing to gird the untried harness on. 

Flushing with ardor, — sure of victory; — 
Thou little know'st how long the day may be, — 

Nor how its heat and toil may waste thy strength. 
Youth's buoyant confidence can only see 

The conflict's opening, — not its weary length. 

The blood and dust may stain thy snowy plume. 
The tired hand may fail to strike the blow; 

The morn that smiled may prove a day of gloom, 
And hopes, that rose in joy, may set in woe. 

Traitors within and foes without may wound, — 
Friends that are dear fall prostrate by thy side; 
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Through the long day upon the battle-ground 
Thou must remain till the full even -tide. 

Then hush the boastings of a thoughtless pride, 

Put on thine armor, draw thy flashing blade, 
God for thy strength, and Jesus for thy guide, 

In naught exulting, — yet in naught dismayed; 
Fight bravely for the cause of Truth and Right 

Through the long day, — and when the setting sun 
Shall bid thee hail the welcome shades of night, 

All heaven and earth shall own thy victory won. 
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BE STRONG. 



" If thou hast run with the footmen and they have wearied thee, 
how shalt thou contend with horses ? And if in the land of peace 
wherein thou trustedst they have wearied thee, how wilt thou do in 
the swelling of the Jordan?" — Jeremiah xii. 5. 



IF midst life's little cares 
Thy heart grows faint, — 
And, like a coward, dares 
To make complaint, — 
What hope can e'er be thine 

That thou wilt win 
The nobler life divine. 
And conquer sin? 

If in thy days of youth 
Thy love grows cold, 

How wilt thou fight for Truth 
When thou art old? 
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If now thy faith is dim 

In morning's light, 
How wilt thou trust in Him 

Through the dark night ? 

If, while thy pulses thrill 

With glowing life, 
Thou bring'st no earnest will 

For patient strife, — 
How, — when the shades of death 

Are drawing nigh, — 
When fails thy last poor breath, 

How wilt thou die? 



/ 
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"FEAR THOU NOT FOR I AM WITH THEE." 



FEAR not, poor trembling, faltering heart, 
As through life's weary day, 
Encompassed by bewildering mists, 
Thou goest on thy way. 
Though danger in its myriad forms 

About thy path may be. 
Trust in the promise of thy God, 
Fear not. He is with thee! 

Fear not the world, though bright and fair 

Its tempting lures are spread. 
Though flattering thousands join to place 

The laurel on thy liead ; — 
Fear not, although thou knowest well 

Thy hardest task may be. 
Amid the plaudits of the world 

To keep thy spirit free. 

Fear not thy joys, though trembling still 
To see their long array, 
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Knowing how little thou canst do 

Their giver to repay ;-^ 
But in their sunshine calmly walk 

In deep humility, 
And for them all, with grateful heart, 

Thank Him who is with thee. 

Fear not the sorrows that may dim 

Thy life with gathering gloom, 
Nor thine own lonely journey through 

The darkness of the tomb. 
In joy and woe, in life and death, 

These words thy strength shall be, 
" Be not dismayed, I am thy God, 

"Fear not, I am with thee." 
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HEAVENLY VOICES. 



V 



OICES from the distant Heaven 
Float around us everywhere; 

Angel -warnings to the spirit 

Murmur through the dreamy air. 



Feebly borne upon the breezes, 
Sighing mournfully along, 

Come those voices, — oft unheeded 
Falls the cadence of their song. 

In the midst of love and gladness, 
In the hour of deepest woe, — 

Darkest night or brightest noonday, 
Sound those voices soft and low. 

Vainly do we strive to gather 
The full meaning of the strain; 

Earthly noises jar and mingle 

With their sweet and pure refrain. 
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Yet some few and broken fragments 

Reach us when the world is still, 
When with holy thoughts and prayerful 

We our listening spirits fill. 

Words of warning if we wander ^ 
From the narrow path away; — , 

Words of sweetest consolation > 

If we labor, love, and pray. f 
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FOR MAN WALKETH IN A VAIN SHADOW. 

BRIGHT in thy path a thousand pleasures smile, 
The sky is blue above, the earth is fair; 
Hope's brilliant dreams the passing hours beguile. 
As yet have frowned no sorrow and no care. 
Thou wonderest at the Psalmist's mournful words, 
The fleeting world seems real and true to thee. 
Thy harp of life sounds only joyous chords. 
No harsh ones yet have marred the melody. 

Yet there are moments when the heart stands still, 

Thrilled with a strange, inexplicable fear, — 
When half- formed dreads the youthful bosom fill. 

And vague yet hateful phantoms hover near; — 
When through the brightness of the sunniest day. 

And in the darkness of the deepest night, 
A voice — as of a spirit — seems to say, 

"Sorrow must follow joy, and darkness, light." 
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And thou must live to find the promise true, — 

To see thy cherished pleasures vanish fast, 
And the bright morning lose its roseate hue, 

Its sunshine clouded, and its splendor past. 
Yet as the shadows fall and night draws on. 

If thou hast upivard looked while all was gay^ 
A light more dear than that so quickly gone 

Shall glad thy spirit with prophetic ray. 
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WAITING ON THE LORD. 



A 



H ! what have I wherewith to serve my God ? 

I do not stand among the world's encrowned, 
With menials waiting to obey my nod, 

And eager servants on my errands bound. 



I have no stores of concentrated wealth 

To feed the hungry and to clothe the poor; 

I have no skill to bring the sick to health, 
I am untutored in all helpful lore. 

Nor have I word of eloquence to thrill 

The hearts that hear me, with a power divine; 

I cannot guide a single human will, 

Or make one weak soul strong with strength of 
mine. 

My labors do not help the harvest -time, 
I bring no solace to the suffering soul, — 

My tears atone not for another's crime, 

I run no race while others reach the goal. 
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There seems no place in the broad world for me, 
I faint and tremble 'neath the noonday sun; 

Yet though I weary and would fain be free, 
I must be patient till the day is done. 

I do not murmur at my pain and woe, 
I only ask this gift from my dear Lord, 

That he would let me serve Him ere I go, 

And draw some music from the stricken chord ! 

But with no brain to think great thoughts of God, — 
No hand with strength to strike a blow for Heaven, — 

No force to mark the pathway I have trod ; 

Will work be asked for, when no tools were given ? 

No tools, poor weary one, at life's noon spent ? 

Look once again within thee and behold 
How to thy heart thy heavenly Master lent 

Graces and virtues rich and manifold. 

For, though so fruitless seem the hours of pain 

Which keep thee from the work that thou wouldst do. 

Thou hast not borne a single pang in vain ; 
Thy suffering has been thy working, too. 
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Patient, tho' sad, through all thy weary life. 
Thy martyr -lesson has been nobly learned; 

Thy battle field has seen a goodly strife; 

Thy Heaven -lit torch through deadly mists has 
burned ! 

Thou hast endured with never -failing love 
The bitter burden of thine adverse fate; 

Look up, sad soul ! and see thy crown above, — 
"They also serve who only stand and wait." 
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L' ENVOI. 



/^^* O, little Book! my greeting take 
^^ To every friend, who, for my sake, 
Will see your faults in softened light, 
And all your virtues doubly bright. 
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